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the heads of those who were talking with her. She said,
" Come in," and gave me a cigarette and asked me to
sit down ... and went right on working. After this had
continued more than half an hour and it was one
o'clock I said, " You have to eat, don't you? "
She said, " Not always . . . and besides, look at me!
I eat too much anyway."
I said, " Well, we can never talk here, and I want
so much to talk with you. Let's go and eat a little."
She said, " I hear you met my brother," and did ten
minutes' more work, and finally came along with me,
first grabbing an old black coat and hat reminiscent of
the days when she punched a clock. Unless you looked
at her face, she resembled any of a thousand underpaid
sweat-shop workers who ate too much spaghetti. She
said the only restaurants in the neighbourhood were
Italian, and that she wras sick of wop food. So was I,
because I had been eating it for a week, so I took her to
the Gotham. She insisted on paying for the taxi.
When we entered the British admiral in gold braid
who guards the doorway and the elegant young
managers in gardenias and frock-coats stared at her
and wondered what I was bringing her there for. After
we were seated at table, and she had got the old black
coat off, and was at home there, the maitre d'hotel and
waiters treated her with profound respect, because she
now looked like a large Roman princess from a Michel-
angelo painting. She demanded horse-radish and got it,
accompanied with bows and apologies that it hadn't
already been put on the table. It was presently the
maitre d'hotel who lighted her cigarette. She sighed
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